Let Me Jerk Off Over You 


Author: midnight_moonlight 
Bands: Megadeth 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Dec 24 2013 19:00:01 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Let Me Jerk OFF Over You 


David couldn't help himself. When Dave wore his glasses David couldn't help but get hot and bothered. There 
was something about a nice pair of glasses on a man which just made him horny. And when Dave was wearing 


them.. Fuck, David felt as though he was going to explode. 


Sitting in the dressing room, he watched as the redhead paced back and forth, the wire rimmed glasses 
perched on the end of his nose. He didn't seem to notice David watching. Didn't seem to notice when David 
spread his legs and began to massage the bulge in his jeans. 


Fuck, his jeans were tight. Too tight. David knew his aching erection was on show for anyone who dared to walk 
in. Shifting on the couch, David shoved a hand into his pants and readjusted himself. He wanted to come. Wanted 
to feel the red hot explosion of a good orgasm. 


"Dave?" 


The redhead paused in front of the mirror, appearing to be lost in thought, before he swung round and stared 
at David. Dave's eyes blazed with the fire of someone who'd been disturbed. 


Grinning, David gestured him closer. "Come here. Sit on the floor with me." 
Dave raised an eyebrow. "Whatca up to, Junior?" 
"Just come and sit on the floor." 


Pouting the redhead did as he was asked and curled up between David's feet. Patting his shoulder, David 
ordered him to sit with his back to the bassist. 


Oh, how he loved these moments. How he loved having Dave at his beck and call. Ever since they'd started 
seeing one another, it was David who was in charge. Everyone thought the fiery redhead ruled the relationship. 
But no, it was David. Dave doted on him in every way possible, the sappy look forever in his eyes. David tried 
not to take advantage but it was tough, especially when Dave was willing to bend to his every beck and call 


Shuffling to the edge of the couch, David buried his fingers in his lover's waves of thick, red hair. As his 
fingers began to knead at Dave's scalp, so the redhead began to purr and relax, his back sliding down edge of 
the couch. 


Leaning forward, David pressed his nose against Dave's hair and inhaled deeply, taking in the scents of flowers. 
He loved it when Dave had just washed his hair. It was when it was at its fullest and thickest, when each 
strand was silky smooth. 


Keeping his mouth and nose buried against Dave's head, David whispered his fingers over his lover's temples 
and whispered, "Like it when | do this?" 


"Love it," Dave's voice was deep and husky. 


That voice sent shivers down David's spine. He knew where that voice lead And it was normally straight into 
the bedroom, or to whatever publicly accessible but vaguely private spot was available. Bathrooms, alleys, 


dressing rooms, tour buses, airplanes, airports, cars, the dingy, sticky corner of every nightclub. They'd been 


there, fucked there, and got the tshirts to prove it. 


But it was rare that he got any real time to play with Dave. To touch him, feel him, and find the spots which 
made him gasp with pleasure. For Dave Mustaine it seemed that sticking your hands down his pants and 
grabbing his cock was the most foreplay he needed. But David needed it from time to time. Sure, they were 
still young and could get hard at the mere thought of an illicit quickie. But sometimes he wanted those 
moments where they did nothing but touch and feel and explore. 


And he loved Dave's hair. Loved every single strand of it. And David loved nothing more than standing on stage 
and watching it fly around his lover's head. It was like Medusa's snakes, with a life of its own. He could see why 


so many fans and groupies fell at his boyfriend's feet. 


His cock still ached inside his jeans. Lifting his hips, David undid the tight zipper and fumbled around. There was 


something he'd wanted to do for a long time but never gotten the chance. Now that he had Dave in the 
perfect position, he was going to try it. 


Pulling his dick out, David gathered up a handful of that lush, thick hair and wrapped it around his erection 
"Junior?" 

"Yeah?" 

"What the fuck are you doin'?" 

David gave a husky chuckle. "Jerkin myself off with your hair. Problem?" 


Dave moved to pull forward only to be stopped by David's hand. "Yeah, | don't wanna be doing on stage with 


spunk in my hair!" 

"Its like a conditioner! You'll be fine!" 

‘I've only just washed it!" 

"So wash it again." 

David watched the older man slump back against the couch. Closing his eyes, he held the hair around his hard 
flesh and began to slowly stroke himself. God, it felt good! So silky, so smooth. It whispered against his skin, 
lighting every nerve. It was jerking off but on a completely other level. 

Sighing, David tried to not to fall back. Tried not to pull on his boyfriend's hair. Instead he slumped forward a 
little and tightened his hand around his cock For some reason, it felt longer and harder than before, his flesh 
pulsing and shifting. Bursts of light snapped behind his eyes and lifting his legs onto the couch, David spread 


them as wide as he could and moved Dave's sensual hair over his balls. 


"Fuck!" he hissed. "Fuck, this feels so good. Dave, l'm sorry. Sorry for doirt this. But | needed to. Needed to know 
what it felt like." 


A strong hand wrapped around his ankle, fingers tickling beneath the hem. "s okay, Junior. Just shoot me a 
nice, hot load. Want it all in my hair." 


David swallowed hard and squeezed his eyes tightly shut. "Y-Yeah?" 
"Yeah. Want to feel you come long and hard for me. Want you to scream my name." 


Slowly David inched his boyfriend's hair back around his cock. It felt like warm honey running over him, tickling 
him, awakening parts of him which he didn't know existed. Rubbing it over the head, he used it to smear the 


pre-come along his length. Gasping, David bucked his hips. 

"W-What else do you want me to d-do?" he asked. 

"Want to feel your spunk all over me," Dave replied. David felt him shift and, opening an eye, he could see that 
Dave had a hand shoved in his own pants. "Want you to coat me with it. Want it on my face, in my mouth, in 


my ass." 


That made David groan and he rubbed himself harder. A few strands of wavy red hair snapped. "Y-You want 
me to f-fuck you?" 


"Yeah. Want you big, hard cock in my ass. Want you to really pound me. Want you to make me scream." 
"You'll scream for me?" 

"Yeah. Scream nice and loud" 

The thought of having Dave on his hands and knees and rutting into him was enough to push David over the 
edge. He stiffened and his voice echoed around the white room as his cock throbbed against his palm. Strings 
of pearly come pumped from his dick and, he assumed, landed in Dave's hair. 

Shaking, he slowly came back to earth. Panting, he opened his eyes and smiled. His seed was wound into his 
boyfriend's hair, slowly dripping down his back and onto his crisp, clean black shirt. Smiling, David leaned 


forward and kissed Dave's head. 


"Thank you. Go and take a shower." 


Under the lights of the stage, David stared at the redhead. He watched the bright lights twinkle off his lover's 


hair. He was sure it was shinier than before. 


